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THE TURKEY’S LAMENT 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


Happy New Year! little turkey! But, alas! why are you grieving? 
Tell me, how did you escape? Pray, tell the reason why! 
You were not upon the table; Because you cannot re-incarnate 
Oh, ‘twas all for Robert’s sake! Nor be a butterfly > 
And so Robert begged his father So, turkeys are like people? ‘ 
To let you stay out in the yard; Grasping yet for more and more; 
So, the folks then, had no turkey, Pray do not tell our Robert, 
Indeed, they must have thought that hard. Or he’ll feel extremely sore! | 
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JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW HE MADE IT 
Chapter V 


T WAS a chill evening in October and Jamie | very well who once had an immense bed of golden-glow— 
and Uncle Max had gone into the garden to | and that is none other than your charming little school- 
cover up the late flowers, lest a frost should | mistress, Evelyn Fay.” 


come and nip them. Jamie stood looking “Miss Fay!”” gasped Jamie. ‘““Why, she wears the 
about at the many bare patches which earlier | plainest dresses. Not a bit raggedy, but awful plain.” 
had been a mass of blended color, and as “‘She didn’t wear that kind when I first knew her— 


Uncle Max began spreading down newspapers only I didn’t see her-dresses very often. She hadn’t any 
he gave a little sigh and said: time to waste on a humble poet in those days. I tell you 
“The story flowers are all gone, aren’t they, Uncle | ‘queen hollyhocks with butterflies for crowns’ ran riot in her 
Max? the ones that showed me what to have in my thought- | thought garden then, Jamie boy. Fun, no end of it, and i 


garden?” dahlias and gladiole—whew.”” 
Uncle Max glanced around. *“What are dahlias and glad—those glad things? 
“That golden-glow over yonder,” he said, “‘that stands “*Pride and elegance, little man; and this red salvia— 


so straight and tall (if it’s well tied up) and makes such a | that’s display. She had a whole lot of that, too. Those 
gorgeous show over the heads of the more modest posies— | red things usually go with wealth, » you know, and she really 
did I ever tell you that it reminds me of people who have a | had a very big bed of golden- glow: 

great deal of money ?”” “Where is it now?” asked Jamie wonderingly. 


““Guess I can’t raise that kind of a plant for my “Well, you see her papa went away— 
mamma,” smiled Jamie ruefully. ‘‘It took my only dollar “Up to God’s house?” 
to buy Howard’s Sunday school shoes. Isn’t it funny, Uncle Max nodded. 
Uncle Max, that Howard never makes faces any more and “And just then a big wind of ill fortune beat the 
Sport never snaps—only at sticks. Those love pinks worked | golden-glow all down on the ground, and other people 
just right that time, didn’t they >” trampled on the stalks and carried off the flowers.” 
“They always work right in the long run, laddie. *““Huh.- If I'd been there!’’ fumed Jamie, clenching 
Love, real love, can’t fail to do somebody good. It’s the | his small fist. 
most powerful thing in all the world. Even golden-glow- “If you had been there you couldn’t have done a 
wealth, as I call it, has to take a back seat when love pinks | thing, not even persuaded her to accept the finest carnation 
begin to flourish.” you ever raised.” i 
“Do I know any one who had golden-glow in his “*That’s a choice kind of love flower, isn’t it?”’ inter- 


thought garden? You haven't, I guess, else you wouldn’t | posed wise little Jamie. Uncle Max smiled in assent as he 

be so glad when a check comes for your poetry; and my | went on: 

papa hasn’t "cause he would have taken me to England, too, “She'd have thought you were offering it because you 

if it hadn't cost so much.” were sorry for her, and she'd have hedged herself around 
Uncle Max smiled at the little boy’s reasoning. with slim spikes of gladiole—pride. Then you'd have had 
“You’ ve hit the hard facts pretty squarely, old man,” | to sit still and watch that blessed girl.”” 

he said. “I certainly haven’t any riches, and your daddy. “She’s a big grown-up lady, Uncle Max,” Jamie in- 

isn’t much better off, I’m afraid; but you do know some one formed him rebukingly. 
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“Excuse me. You'd have had to sit and watch that 
blessed big grown-up lady digging away at that bachelor 
button bed of hers.” 

“*Self-reliance; I know,”” Jamie interjected. 

“Until she had herself teaching a lot of wigglesome 
little boys, and her frail house-plant of a mother growing 
hardy and sensible in the little dove-cot under the elms.” 

“*And hasn’t she a bit of money—I mean golden-glow 
—any more?’’ asked Jamie pityingly. 

“She has truer riches than that, laddie. A number of 
dear, bright flowers have come up where the golden-glow 
was trampled out; daisies of kindness, red and white clover 
of humility and patience, buttercups of good cheer, and 
brave, sunny dandelions of usefulness. Pansies, too, of 
peace and content; heartsease is their other name.” 

“I guess her heart is real easy now that Howard has 
quit squeaking his lead pencil and doing bothery things like 
that. She looked awful smiley and pretty this morning when 
I gave her that bowl of ’sturtiums. I told her how high 
they grew on the side of the house and how Jack Frost 
hasn’t got them yet, and she said they are ambitious, like me, 
climbing high in my school record. That makes a new 
thought flower for me, doesn’t it> And I am going to have 
all those Miss Fay has, too.” 

“Sure enough, you were going to practice usefulness 
tonight, weren’t you? Was it a yeast cake Mrs. Flynn 
asked you to get at the store?” 

Jamie looked shrinkingly down the tree-bordered street 
where already the night shadows were falling heavily, with 
rea’ here and there an electric light marking out a bright 
circle. 

It’s—it’s getting pretty dark, and I think maybe Mrs. 
Flynn wouldn’t mind going after the yeast cake herself,” 
he stammered, edging close to Uncle Max, who had spread 
the last paper and was starting for the house. 


““But what about that ugly old milkweed plant—fear | 


—that we have been trying to uproot?” asked Uncle Max, 
patting Jamie’s shoulder as they walked. ‘“‘Just this one 
giving in to the cowardly feeling will make it grow bigger 
than ever and will scatter little feathery seeds of habit to 
cause you more trouble by and by.” 

“Oh, dear,” sighed Jamie, “‘it’s awful hard work to 
raise a thought garden.” 

““Want to give it up, son, and just let the weeds have 
their way >” 

““N-o, "cause I saw a man today who must have done 
that, and he wasn’t having a good time.” 

“No hollyhocks of fun, hey?” 

“T guess if he ever had any fun it must have been like 
poppies, and the pretty petgls tumbled off in his hand. Any- 
how he looked awfully sorry about something, and he was so 
dirty and mussed up, sitting on a log in the woods. Leslie 
and Howard and I gave him most of our lunch; it was when 
we were after chestnuts, you know. He ate it fast, I tell 
you. 

“What made you think he hadn’t taken good care of 
his thought garden?” 

“Oh I could see weeds just sticking out of him; fire- 
weed, that you told me makes red noses, was as plain as 
anything. And he acted afraid all the time; when Patsy 
sniffed at him, he jumped.” 

““Poor fellow, his thoughts must surely have been a 
regular bramble patch. When people have done wrong, 
laddie, a crop of fear weeds is sure to follow, and that is the 
only thing that ought to make fear weeds grow. Boys who 
mean to be manly and true and kind every minute haven't 
a thing in the world to be afraid of, in the day or night. 
Why, what is there to fear, when God is everywhere inside 
of them, and outside, too; when he made them out of a little 
pts himself, so they can’t possibly get away from his 

e 


“I forgot that God is in me,”” mused Jamie. “I know 


what I'll do, Uncle Max, when I’m going down the street fig 


that yeast cake. If I feel afraid at the dark places I'll shut. 


my eyes and look inside, and then I'll be all right.”” 

“That's the idea, old chap. Turn your eyes toward 
the light every time. TThat’s what makes sunflowers of hap- 
piness—looking always towards the sun. We'll try to re- 
member after this that the sun of God’s presence is right in 
our own hearts, won’t we, laddie? Off for the store, are 
you? I've just noticed some candy-tuft growing in my 
thought garden. Suppose you take this quarter along and 
see if you can spend it.” 


(To be continued.) 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 2, JANUARY 10 
DEBORAH AND BARAK DELIVER ISRAEL—Judges 4:4-16. 
4. Now Deborah, a prophetess, the wife of Lappidoth, she judged 


Israel at that time. 
5 


And she dwelt under the palm-tree of Deborah between 


Ramah and Beth-el in the hill-country of Ephraim: and the children of . 


Israel came up to her for judgment. 

6. And she sent and called Barak the son of Abinoam out of 
Kedesh-naphtali, and said unto him, Hath not Jehovah, the God of 
Israel, commanded, saying, Go and draw unto mount Tabor, and take 
with thee ten thousand men of the children of Naphtali and of the 
children of Zebulun? 

7. And I will draw unto thee, to the river Kishon, Sisera, the 
captain of Jabin’s army, with his chariots and his multitude; and I 
will deliver him into thy hand. ; 

8. And Barak said unto her, If thou wilt go with me, then I will 
go; but if thou wilt not go with me, | will not go. 

9. And she said, I will surely go with thee: notwithstanding, the 
journey that thou takest shall not be for thine honor; for Jehovah will 
sell Sisera into the hand of a woman. And Deborah arose, and went 
with Barak to Kedesh. é 

10. And Barak called Zebulun and Naphtali together to Kedesh; 
and there went up ten thousand men at his feet: and Deborah went up 


with him. 

11. Now Heber the Kenite had separated himself from the Ke- 
nites, even from the children of Hobab the brother-in-law of Moses, 
ro! oe pitched his tent as far as the oak in Zaanannim, which is by 
Kedesh. : 
12. And they told Sisera that Barak the son of Abinoam was 
gone up to mount Tabor. 

13. And Sisera gathered together all his chariots, even nine hun- 
dred chariots of iron, and all the people that were with him, from 
Harosheth of the Gentiles, unto the river Kishon. 

14. And Deborah said unto Barak, Up; for this is the day in 
which Jehovah hath delivered Sisera into thy hand; is not Jehovah 
gone out before thee? So Barak went down from mount Tabor, and 
ten thousand men after him. 

15. And Jehovah discomfited Sisera, and all his chariots, and all 
his host, with the edge of the sword before Barak; and Sisera alighted 
from his chariot, and fled away on his feet. ’ 

16. But Barak pursued after the chariots, and after the host, unto 


‘Harosheth of the Gentiles: and all the host of Sisera fell by the edge 


of the sword; there was not a man left. 


GoLDEN TExT—The righteous: cried, and Jehovah 


—_, and delivered them out of all their troubles —Psalms 
34:17. 


There are many stories in the Bible about Jehovah 
helping his chosen people in battle against their enemies. 
When the Lord went before the Israelites the strength of the 
enemy seemed to fade away. As we have said many times 
before, these stories symbolize something within ourselves. 
The enemies which seem so strong are shadows, and the light 
of love will dissolve them. 

The name Deborah means bee. Now, we know that 
bees are industrious and persevering. When Barak went 
out against Sisera, he took Deborah with him. The shadows 
which seem to us so strong, sometimes take the form of lack, 
of ‘health, prosperity, peace or joy. We should remember 


| that the Lord goes before us, and all we need is to be indus- 


trious in proclaiming the truth. We must persevere in the 


belief that we are the children of God, and no lack can 
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come near us. That is what the story means when it tells 
about Deborah going with Barak. 

We will never fear the shadows, no matter how black 
they seem, if we know that the great light of love will go 
before us. When the shadows of lack loom large and 
seemingly strong, it will help us to. remember Deborah and 
Barak and how the Lord went before them and destroyed 
their enemies. To obtain the help and guidance of the 
Spirit we need but claim it. Just say, ““The Lord goes 
before me, and makes easy the way.” If we keep this 
thought steadily in mind, no shadows can enter our lives. 


LESSON 3, JANUARY 17 
THE CALL OF GIDEON—Judges 6:11-13; 33-40. 


11. And the angel of Jehovah conte; and sat under the oak which 


was in Ophrah, that pertained unto Joash the Abiezrite: and his son 
Gideon was beating out wheat in the winepress, to hide it from the 
Midianites. 

12. And the angel of Jehovah appeared unto him, and said unto 
him, Jehovah is with thee, thou mighty man of valor. _. 

13. And Gideon said unto him, Oh, my lord, if Jehovah is with 
us, why then is all this befallen us? and where are all his wondrous 
works which our fathers told us of, saying, Did not Jehovah bring us 
up from Egypt? but now Jehofah hath cast us off, and delivered us 
into the hand of Midian. 

33. Then all the Midianites and the Amalekites and the children 
of the east assembled themselves together; and they passed over, and 
encamped in the valley of Jezreel. 

34. But the Spirit of Jehovah came upon Gideon; and he blew 
a trumpet; and Abiezer was gathered together after him. 

35. And he sent messengers throughout all Manasseh; and they 
alos were gathered together after him: and he sent messengers unto 
Asher, and unto Zebulum, and unto’ Naphtali; and they came up to 
meet them. 

36. And Gideon said unto God, If thou wilt save Israel by my 
hand, as thou hast spoken, 

‘ 37. Behold I will put a fleece of wool on the threshing-floor; 
if there be dew on the fleece only, and it be dry upon all the ground, 
je shall I know that thou wilt save Israel by my hand, as thou hast 

en. 

_ 38. And it was so; for he rose up early on the morrow, and 
_ pressed the fleece together, and wrung the dew out of the fleece, a 
bowlful of water. 

39. And Gideon said unto God; Let not thine anger be kindled 
against me, and | will speak but this once: let me make trial, | pray 
thee, but this once with the fleece; let it now be dry only upon the 
fleece, and upon all the ground let there be dew. 

40. And God did so that night: for it was dry upon the fleece 
only, and there was dew on all the ground, 

GoLDEN TEXT—Blessed is the man whom thou 
choosest.—Psalms 65:4. 


Jehovah answered the prayer of the Israelites by send- 
ing Gideon to be their deliverer. True prayers are always 
answered. A prayer is a sincere desire of the heart. If we 
sincerely desire health, we should pray believing it has al- 
ready been received. That is, we should say, ““God is my 
health, I can’t be sick.’” That is the sort of prayer that is 
sure to be answered, 

Gideon could not be quite sure of the Lord until he 
had some signs. It is not always a good idea to look for 
outward signs of the power of the Spirit. There are outer 
signs all right, but a too zealous search for them may lead 
us away from the true inner cause. We can prove the Truth 
to ourselves by living it. If we steadily think only good, 
true thoughts, only things good and true will come to us. 


That would be proof surely. The growth within ourselves; 


the harmony, peace and joy are the true signs of the power 
of the Christ within. Outer signs of prosperity and well 
being are manifestations of this inner growth. 
‘ When the angel of Jehovah came to Gideon and said, 
“The Lord is with thee,” Gideon answered, “If the Lord 
be with us, why then is all this befallen us?” 

We have been taught that the Lord is with us too, and 
when things go wrong we may feel like asking why. The 
answer to Gideon and to us would be the same. Not be- 
cause the Lord has forsaken-us, but because we have for- 
gotten the true way of life. We have allowed false ideas 
to take possession of our minds as the Israelites allowed false 


gods to take possession of their hearts. Like Israel, too, we 
need. but change our minds and hearts and follow the true 
God to be restored to health and harmony. 

When the angel of God said to Gideon, “The Lord 
is with thee,’ he said it to us as well. For the great 
Almighty Spirit is within each of us, ready to guide us 
whenever we are willing to listen to the still, small voice. 


LESSON 4, JANUARY 24 


GIDEON AND THE THREE HUNDRED—Judges 
7:1-8; 16-23. 


1. Then Jerubbaal, who is Gideon, and all the people that were 
with him, rose up early, and encamped beside the spring of Harod: 
and the camp of Midian was on the north side of them, by the hill of 
Moreh, in the valley. 

2. And Jehovah said unto Gideon, The people that are with thee 
are too many for me to give the Midianites into their hand, lest Israel 
vaunt themselves against me, saying, Mine own hand hath saved me. 

ow therefore proclaim in the ears of the people, saying, 
Whosoever is fearful and trembling, let him return and depart from 
mount Gilead. And there returned of the people twenty and two 
thousand; and there remained ten thousand. 

4. And Jehovah said unto Gideon, The people are yet too many; 
bring them down unto the water, and I will try them for thee there: 
and it shall: be, that of whom I say unto thee, This shall go with thee, 
the same shall go with thee; and of whomsoever I say unto thee, This 
shall not go with thee, the same shall not go. 

5. So he brought down the people unto the water: and Jehovah 
said unto Gideon, Every one that lappeth of the water with his tongue, 
as a dog lappeth, him shalt thou set by himself; likewise every one 
that boweth down upon his knees to drink. 

6. And the number of them that lapped, putting their hand to 
their mouth, was three hundred men: but all the rest of the people 
bowed down upon their knees to drink water. 

7. And Jehovah said unto Gideon, By the three hundred men 
that lapped will I save you, and deliver the Midianites into thy hand; 
and let all the people go every man unto his place. 

8. So the people took victuals in their hand, and their trumpets; 
and he sent all the men of Israel every man unto his tent, but retained 
the three hundred men: and the camp of Midian was beneath him in 
the valley. 

16. And he divided the three hundred men into three companies, 
and he put into the hands of all of them trumpets, and empty pitchers, 
with torches within the pitchers. 

17. And he said unto them, Look on me, and do likewise: and, 
-behold, when I come to the outermost part of the camp, it shall be that, 
as I do, so shall ye do. 

18. When I blow the trumpet, I and all that are with me, then 
blow ye the trumpets also on every side of all the camp, and say, For 
Jehovah and for Gideon. 

19. So Gideon, and the hundred men that were with him, came 
unto the outermost part of the camp in the beginning of the middle 
watch, when they had but newly set the watch: and they blew the 
trumpets, and brake in pieces the pitchers that were in their hands. 

20. And the three companies blew the trumpets, and brake the 
pitchers, and held the torches in their left hands and the trumpets in 
their right hands wherewith to blow; and they cried, The sword of 
Jehovah and of Gideon. : 

21. And they stood every man in his place round about the camp; 
and all the host ran; and they shouted, and put them to flight. 

22. And they blew the three hundred trumpets, and Jehovah set 


every man’s sword against his fellow, and against all the host; and the 


host fled as far as Bethshittah toward Zererah, as far as the border of . 


Abel-meholah, by Tabbath. 
23. And the men of Israel were gathered together out of Naphtali, 
and out of Asher, and out of all Manasseh, and pursued after Midian. 

GoLpDEN TExT—WNot by might, nor by power, but 
by my Spirit, saith Jehovah of hosts.—Zech. 4:6. 

The army of Gideon camped near the well of Harod. 
which means fear. When Jehovah told Gideon to send 
back all those who were afraid, two-thirds of the army left. 
Then only those who were most brave and eager for the 
fray were retained. They were but three hundred strong. 
Even this handful did no fighting. They simply obeyed 
orders. No easier won battle could be imagined. 

This lesson is full of interest to us because it shows 
clearly how our adversaries can be overcome. First, we 
must have no fear. If we trust in the Lord we need not be 
afraid. Then we must obey the still, small voice. There 
is within each of us a Spirit which, if we are still and listen, 
will lead us out of all difficulties. 

The three hundred blew trumpets. That means a type 
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of - oa The last lesson explained about the real prayer. 

Then they carried lights. That means that we can claim 
the light of Truth and Love to guide us. The pitchers which 
were broken would seem to mean the old narrow ideas which 
cramped and bound the thoughts of men. hese old ideas 
must be destroyed and done away with, that the true light 
may shine. There need be no fighting or anger. Just blow 
the trumpet of prayer; break the pitcher of false bondage 
and let the light shine. 
letting the Christ work through us. We have become so in 
the habit of forcing things, that the right way takes some 
practice. But there is no doubt of the victory when we 
trust the Lord. 


LESSON 5, JANUARY 31 
THE BIRTH OF SAMSON—Judges 13:8-16; 24-25. 


8. Then Manoah entreated Jehovah, and said, Oh Lord, | pray 
thee, let the man of God whom thou didst send come again unto us, 
and teach us what we shall do unto the child that shall be born. 

9. And God hearkened to the voice of Manoah; and the angel 
of God came again unto the woman as she sat in the field: but Manoah 
her husband was not with her. 

10. And the woman made haste, and ran, and told her husband, 
and said unto him, Behold, the man hath appeared unto me, that came 
unto me the other day. 

11. And Manoah arose, and went after his wife, and came to 
the man, and said unto him, Art thou the man that spakest unto the 
woman? And he said, | am. 

12. And Manoah said, Now let thy words come to pass: what 
shall be the ordering of the child, and how shall we do unto him? 

13. And the angel of Jehovah said unto Manoah, Of all that I 
said unto the woman let her beware. 

14. She may not eat of anything that cometh of the vine, neither 
let her drink wine or strong drink, nor eat any unclean thing; all that 
I commanded her let her observe. 

15. And Manoah said unto the angel of Jehovah, I pray thee, 
let us detain thee, that we may make ready a kid for thee. 

16. And the angel of ) Fee said unto Manoah, Though thou 
detain me, | will not eat of thy bread; and if thou wilt make ready a 
burntoffering, thou must offer it unto Jehovah. For Manoah knew 
not that he was the angel of Jehovah. 

24. And the woman bare a son, and called his name Samson: 
and the child grew, and Jehovah blessed him. 

25. And the Spirit of Jehovah began to move him in Mahaneh- 
dan, between Zorah and Eshtaol. 

GoLDEN TExT—Beware, | pray thee, and drink no 
wine nor strong drink.—Judges 13:4. 

When the angel of the Lord told Manoah and his wife 
that they were to be the parents of such an unusual child, 
they did not doubt for a moment that it would come to pass. 
They were humble and obedient, and anxious to give the 
child the best possible training. This acceptance and 
willingness to prepare for the child is, to my mind, the best 
point in the lesson. They did not hesitate or ask for signs 
or proof. They did not rebel at the responsibility. They 
accepted the news, believed it and began to prepare as they 
had been directed. 

If we would accept the Truth in this way, how much 
more smooth the path of life would be. When we are told 
that perfect health is our birthright, we should believe and 
expect to receive it. If we adopted this attitude we would 
never lack health. Too many of us begin to doubt and 
look for proof before trusting in the.Spirit. All this keeps us 
from manifesting this perfect health which is rightfully ours. 
If we obey the laws of Spirit and expect to be filled with 
life and health and joy, we will surely manifest these good 
things. But like Manoah and his wife, we must believe. 


LESSON 6, FEBRUARY 7 
rg CHOOSES THE TRUE GOD—Ruth 1:6-18. 


. And it came to pass in the days when the judges judged, that 
Pa was a famine in the land. And a certain man of -lehem- 
ope went to sojourn in the country of Moab, he, and his ‘wile and 


two sons. 
2. And the name of the man was Elimelech, and the name of his 


wife Naomi, and the name of his two sons Mahlon and Chilion, - 


rathites of Beth-lehem-judah. And they came into the country of 
oab, and continued there. 


It is a wonderful thing, this just . 


3. And Elimelech, Namoi’s husband, died; and she was left, 
and her two sons. 

4. And they took them wives of the women of Moab: the name 
of the one was Orpah, and the name of the other Ruth: and they 
dwelt there about ten years. 

5. And Mahlon and Chilion died both of them; and the woman 
was left of her two children and of her husband. 

6. Then she arose with her daughters-in-law, that she might - 
return from the country of Moab: for she had heard. in the count 
of Moab how that Jehovah had visited his people in giving them recent § 

7. And she went forth out of the place where she was, and her 
two daughters-in-law with her; and they went on the way to return 
unto the land of Judah. 

d Naomi said unto her two daughters-in-law, Go, return 
each of you to her mother’s house: Jehovah deal kindly with you, as 
ye have dealt with the dead, and with me. 

. Jehovah grant you that ye may find rest, each of you in the 
house of her husband. Then she kissed them, and they lifted up their 


voice, and wept. 


+ aipee And aed said unto her, Nay, but we will return with thee 
unto thy peop 
Il. said, Turn again, daughters: why will ye 


with me? have I yet sons in my womb, that they may be your 
usbands ? 

12. Turn again, my daughters, go your way; for I am too old 
to have a husband. If I should say, I have hope, if I should even 
have a husband tonight, and should also bear sons; 

13. Would ye therefore tarry till they were grown? would ye 
therefore stay from having husbands? nay, my daughters; for it 
grieveth me much for your sakes, for the hand of Jehovah is gone forth 
against me 


14. And they lifted up their voice, and wept again: and Orpah 
kissed her mother-in-law; but Ruth clave unto her. 

15. And she said, Behold, thy sister-in-law is gone back unto 
her people, and unto her god: return thou after thy sister-in-law. 

16. And Ruth said, Entreat me not to leave thee, and to return 
from a after thee; for whither thou goest, I will go; and where 
a vty oy will lodge; thy people shall be my people, and thy 

my God 

17. Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: 
Jehovah do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and 
me. 


18. And when she saw that she was stedfastly minded to go with 
her, she left off speaking unto her. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thy people shall be my people, and 
thy God my God.—Ruth 1:16. 


When Naomi decided to return from Moab to her own 
land of Judah, her two daughters-in-law started with her. 
Naomi urged them to return to the homes of their fathers. 
Orpah was at last persuaded to return, but Ruth clave to her 
mother-in-law. The Moabites were heathen, while the peo- 
ple of Judah were the children of Jehovah. This story is a 
symbol of a time in our own lives. Shall we follow the 
world’s way or shall we listen to the Voice within? 

The glitter of the baubles are sometimes tempting, and 
seem real to eyes which have never been opened to the real 
treasures of Spirit. It needs great faith and perseverance at 
times to trust absolutely to the power within and resist reach- 
ing for outer aid. But if we swerved once, the next time is 
easier. The way of the Spirit is the only way to lasting 
health and happiness. The real things are Spirit, and the 
outer things are only expressions of the invisible Source of 
all things. Isn’t it infinitely better to be in touch with the 
Source than to depend on one of its outer manifestations > 

Moab means, Of his fathers. Then turning from 
Moab would be turning away from old ideas. Judah means 
Praise. Naomi and Ruth were turning toward the land of 
praise. There would be praising and rejoicing when the old 
ideas were thrust aside and the true life begun. Ruth symbol- 
izes our faithfulness and accepting of spiritual truths. There 
is no more beautiful story in the Bible than that of Ruth and 
her determination to give up all the old and false to cleave 
to the true to the uttermost. ‘““Thy people shall be my peo- 
ple, and thy God my God.” 


¥ ¥ ¥ 
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WISDOM 


RoyaAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners*of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 


HE. New Year is becoming almost an old friend 


by now, and what a happy year it promises to 


ing with large, roomy, airy offices. 


- little song for whoever comes in the reception 
hall. -You must all come and visit us in our 
new home. 

Just because WISDOM is smaller is no reason why the 
clubs should not be prompt in their reports. There 
has been more enthusiasm among the subscribers and more 
subscriptions coming in since WISDOM donned her more 
simple garb, but the Boosters are the only ones who are not 
faithfully boosting. Come, now, and let’s all have a re- 
port for next month. Sit right down this minute and tell 
me all about your club work. Will you? 

Here is what a Wisdom says about the new dress our 
little friend is wearing now. 


St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear WisDoM—I read in the November WIsDOM a 
letter from one of the boosters of West Branch, Mich., 
stating that he did not think WiIsDOM was pretty any 
more, and wished that she would go back and be like she 
was in Wee Wisdom. When Miss WIsDoM was so dressed 
up I could not fold her and put her in my hand satchel as | 
can now, because her pretty dress would get all crumpled 
up; the way she is dressed now I can fold her up and put 
her away and take her with me wherever I| go, she is so 
handy. Let us rejoice in the beautiful and inspiring messages 
which are brought to us each month through Wispom. She 
looks so pure in her white dress. White, you know, is the 
symbol of purity. Let us realize purity and be too true to 
find any fault. There are many books that have beautiful 
covers, but when you open them up to read them the articles 
they contain are not at all what you sometimes expect them 
to be. We do not seek the good in the without, but we al- 
ways turn our thoughts within us where God dwells. If you 
wanted to eat some nuts, you would not look on the outside 
for the kernel. | No, you would crack the nut and open it 
up and on the inside you would find the sweet meat; so it is 
with WisDoM, all the good is on the inside. Let us all get 
real busy reading and studying the story, ““Jamie’s Thought 
Garden and How He Made It.” Let us follow him up 
and make a garden with him, and do as he is doing; that is, 
‘root out all the thistles and rag-weeds and briars, and sow 
things that are worth while—Mrs. Sylvester T opp. 


The Good Deeds Club seems to be quite active, and as 


usual has a letter just full of good things which they have 
been doing during the past month. 


San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WispoM—There has been no one appointed to 


write to you for some time; so I have double duty in this 
letter. As you probably know, our club is at present engaged 
When they are finished, there 


in dressing Christmas dolls. 


will be a full display of all people, for princes and princesses, 
girls, boys and babies, will all be there with a complete out- 
fit of clothing. Instead of the regular meeting on Friday, 
October 30th, we decided to stop our work and have a 
Halloween party. We invited the corresponding Sunday 
School class of boys to be with us. We had a lovely time. 
There were witches and cats and owls and ghosts enough 
to satisfy even the most daring. We ducked for apples, bit 
apples and doughnuts tied from strings, played charades and 
ran obstacle races, blind-folded. When we had our re- 
freshments, we were led into a room lighted only by pump- 
kins. On the table were dozens and dozens of little white - 
ghosts, black cats and witches. At each plate there were 
place-cards with the owner's name written backwards, and 
a fortune that gave a small glimpse into the future. I am 
sure everyone present enjoyed the party and will remember 
it for some time. After all this merrymaking we had to be 
doubly busy, so we decided to have an extra meeting to 
make up for lost time. The wardrobes of the dolls are in- 


creasing rapidly, and most of them show a great deal of 
be. We are all established in our new build- | ingenuity. Many of them are miniature copies of the present 
A pretty | 
fountain, surrounded by ferns, plays a tinkling | 


fashions. We hope that the receivers of the dolls will have 
as much pleasure out of them as we have had in dressing 


them. With love, 
THE Goop Deeps CLus, by Marjorie Mollizen. 


One never feels the full thrill of happiness so much as 
when helping others to be happy. It is one of the great laws 
of creation that to be really happy we must constantly give 
happiness to others. 

The I. H. S. Club seems to be back in full force again. 
You don’t know how happy I am to hear that they are all 
harmonious again and having regular meetings. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Roval—We had our last club meeting just * 
a few minutes ago, and it’s one of the best we have had. 
There were eight of us here and we all just love the lessons 
Mrs. Hardy writes for us. We've had the stories about 
the rocks and fossils, and the next meeting mother is going to 
show us part of a petrified fish that was dug up from a deep 
well, and some other things like that she has collected. 
Martha Turner visited the club today, and she said the club 
motto as good as any of us. I guess her sister Louise must 
have taught it to her, for this is the first time she’s been at 
the club. ‘She is going to speak a long piece for us the next 
time we meet. There are not many books about Practical 
Christianity to read to children, so mother is reading a Chris- 
tian Science book named “‘A Soldier’s Son,”’ and I think it 
is splendid. They seem to have lots of books written for 
children, and we have read three or four of them. We 
want to read ““The Minister’s Son’’ next, if we can get it. 
We're not going to have many Christmas presents this year, 
so we'll have a Christmas hunt to make them go farther and 
last longer. We expect to go away and eat dinner with 
four other families so none of them will be lonely that day. 
I'll try to tell you all about it next time I write. I guess I’d 
better stop now; this letter is pretty long. I hope all the 
Boosters will have a good time Christmas, and remember 
it’s Jesus’ birthday, too. 
I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 


The Unity Boosters have come back to life again. It 
certainly seems fine to have them with us. You will all be 
glad to hear about the tree at Unity, I am sure. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wispbom—lIt has been some time since you haye 
heard from the Unity Boosters. However, we are very 
much alive—some of us very much so, but we are beginning 
to learn from WisDoM that there are times to be quiet, for 
that is when we put on wisdom’s ways, and that is what 
Unity Boosters stand for. Well, we want to tell you about 
our Christmas time. We had a regular ‘‘Christmasy” 
Christmas sure enough; all was crispy, white and sparkling 
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out of doors, with warmth, brightness, happiness and shin- 
ing faces within. We must have had the real, sure enough 
Santa Claus, and I judged he came down a tight, narrow 
chimney, for he really had smut on his face and clothes. He 
was jolly and had so many lively things to tell us, and such 
an abundance of good things for we Boosters and everyone 
t. We had such a pleasant surprise. The secretary, 
r. Marion Huscher, trimmed and decorated the auditorium 
in such a beautiful and original manner, with Christmas bells, 
both large and small. Our tree was unusually pretty. We 
Boosters strung pop-corn and made paper chains for the 
tree. We had stockings of all colors filled with candies 
and some kind of a toy at the top, which everyone seemed 
to enjoy. A lot of the big girls and boys received animals, 
funny dogs and cats that would squeak and shake their heads 
or tails. The rest of us had a great deal of fun watching to 
see what they would do next. We always have such a big 
time that we almost wish Christmas came once a month. Oh 
yes, I must tell you about the entertainment, which would 
not have been complete without us, as we furnished a good 
share of it. We boys had a part called the ““Tin Pan 
Brigade.” We were all dressed in costume. Frank was a 
Chinaman, Howard a Turk, Irvin a Cowboy, Bert a 
Hottentot, and I was Uncle Sam. We sure lived up to the 
name of our part. Hoping all the Boosters had as big a 
time as we did Christmas, and wishing all the Boosters a 
happy New Year, we are 
Unity Boosters, Theodore Fillmore Wallace, Sec. 


Sir Tammy has a good report for us. We are de- 
lighted to hear from him again. 


Montrose, Cal. 

My Dear Wisdom Friends—We have the finest cat- 
tery now. It is called ““The Rosemary,” after my par- 
ticular friend, Rosemary de Witt. You know she is 
the mother of Lady Topaz. Well, we are living in the 
mountains, 1400 feet above sea level, and it certainly is 
fine here, just outside of Glendale and Los Angeles. 

We cats have lots of fun. We have two houses— 
no, three—counting the garage. The last is for winter 
quarters. We have a big family now. Topaz and I have 
four beautiful babies; three orange and one orange-tabby. 
The latter is a beauty, named “Lady Pensee of Orange.” 
Then there is Tammiette, named for me; a girl-kitten too, 
and “Golden Glow of Orange,”’ she is ““Goldie’’ for short. 
Today she is sporting a yellow ribbon about her neck, and 
the little boy is ““Webun’’ Orange. Betty’s little girl is 
. “Wah Wah Taysee.”” That long name came out of a poem 
called “Hiawatha.” A man wrote it. I guess you know 
his name. Wah Wah’s papa is “Sunset King,”’ but he does 
not live with us. He’s orange color, too; so is Betty. My 
other little boys are quite big now—‘‘Prince Rupert” and 
“Admiral Ray.”” Prince loves the babies and will watch 
them play, but alas! Orange Betty has such notions. She 
doesn’t let Wah Wah or Goldie associate with any of us, 


and there is a terrible row when Betty walks across the . 
room. You see, Betty was not raised with us, and though — 


Aunt Mary and Aunt Helen succeeded in getting her tamed 
so she'll purr and ask for her food and say thank you, she 
keeps that ugly feeling for all in the cattery except me. 

the others tell their children not to speak to her, and Topaz 
and Rosemary make me feel quite ashamed, for they both 
spit when Betty switches her tail and walks across the room 
in that important way she has. Betty has one baby of her 
own and a borrowed one from Topaz. 
Topaz was sure of that I don’t know what would happen, 
but Goldie is soon going into another home. We have a 
__ new friend with us, a pure white Persian kitten, ‘Sir Prize 
Mercer.” Aunt Mary thinks a lot of him, for she went to 
a kitten bazaar in Los Angeles and drew the lucky number. 


That’s why she gave Prize that funny name. Creamie and | 


Jean adore Prize. They play in the slat house cattery with 


My! if Lady | 


| 


Black Feather all day. There they watch our aunts dig | 


and plant seed and make a fine garden. There are grape- 
vines climbing up that cattery and wonder beans near it, and 
sweet peas, and lots of things planted. On one side Aunt 
Mary has a great mixture, such as pansies, sweet williams, 
candytufts, asters, calliopsis, gourd vines, petunias, holly- 
hocks, sweet peas, etc., and maybe by the time you read this 
letter those things will be growing. She has a little Wagon 
and every day she went to the woods and dragged it full of 
leaf mold to put on the garden beds. That’s fine to cover 
the seed up and protect them. 

Come and see us up here. You can motor up or take 
the Glendale and Montrose car from Glendale. We live in 
Montrose at The Rosemary. We are a big family of 
fifteen now, so come and see us. There are no children near, 
so our club can’t meet as it did in Napa. I'll see if I can 
find a picture of Admiral Ray and Prince Rupert to send. 
That was a nice white cat in August WispoM. Love and 
blessings from your friend, 

Sir TAMMIE OF ORANGE, 

Per his secretary, M. B. de Witt. 


Jewel has quite a demonstration. Here is part of her 
letter to Mrs. Fillmore. 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Dear Mrs. Fillmore—Mother said she wrote you, but 
I felt like I wanted to tell you what a beautiful demonstration 
I had while you were treating me. One morning when I 
awoke I had a sore throat and a sick stomach, just as they 
say the thought of diphtheria begins. Mother and I worked 
all day to cast the old thought out. I felt that I couldn’t 
hold my head up, but I jumped right out of bed and walked 
the floor, and said out loud that nothing but a good thought 
could enter my body. By evening the thought had left me 
entirely and I was perfectly well. My grandmother came 
in and found me jumping around and playing with the chil- 
dren, and she thought it was just wonderful. I am ten 
years old and have never taken any medicine. My little 
sisters and I want to thank you for keeping us in the good. 
—Jewel Zollinger. 


Isn’t that a test of the truth of God’s power to heal? 
It is the Truth that makes you free, and all these little dif- 
ficulties which seem to stop us are not real at all. They are 
just make-believes, and if we deny them, they fade into 
nothing. Every one of us has the magic wand of Truth, and 
with a wave of this wand all unhappiness, pain and sorrow 
melt away. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Royal—I am starting a Wees club with the chil- 
dren around the neighborhood. The name of it is the “All 
Souls’ Sunshine Club.” I wish you would send me a bit of 
advice about it. My sister, Irena, and my brother, Robert, 
are sending an offering for the new building with many bless- 
ings. 'When we get the Wees together we will send their 
picture. Your friend, Francis Parker. 


Dear Wispom—We had our meeting Thursday at 
Mabel Myers’. We had an enjoyable time playing all sorts 
of games. We hung apples on the tree to see who could eat 
the apple first. There were seven girls present at the last 
meeting. We now have eighteen cents in our treasury. 


Y. P. B. Cius, Florence Hoch, Sec. 


So ends our first meeting of the new year. Let’s prove 
that we are Boosters by overcoming every obstacle and send- 
ing in a Booster report for the February Wispom. You 
will do it? Sure you will! 


“Errands of love are easy to run, 
Saying kind words are lots of fun; 
Let’s see, you and I, just for today 
How. many kind things we can do and say.” 
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CHARACTER AND CONFIDENCE—ELEANOR 
ELIZABETH PETTINGER, Oswego, Oregen 
Chapter V 
==] LEANOR had been a guest at the Nortons’ 


mother urged her to come home, that over- 
precise lady fearing her daughter might over- 
step the limit of hospitality and “‘wear out her 
welcome.” The Nortons, on the other hand, 


be allowed to keep Eleanor with them the 
entire season, promising to bring her safely home in time for 
the reopening of school. Eleanor, needless to say, was 
anxious to prolong her visit and, after a lengthy corres- 
pondence, gained the consent of her parents. 

One warm afternoon, while June read a novel and 
Alice stitched daintily on a piece of embroidery, Eleanor 
wrote the following letter which, when read by her father, 
filled his heart with something warm and delightful but 
wholly strange to the busy, hard-working man: : 

Dear Father—Thank you a thousand times for letting 
me stay down here, although looking back I can’t understand 
why in the world either you or mother would want me home. 
If you could only see how Alice and June treat their mother 
and father, I’m sure you'd be as ashamed of me as I am of 
myself. My visit has taught me a good many things, and 
_ when I come home I am hoping you'll see some improvement. 
To begin with, I’ve always been lazy, but I never knew it 
before. Alice and June, and even Jane Spencer whose 
father has so much money, work all the time, and yet they 
play at the same time. We all four went for a walk yester- 
day, but we took tin buckets with us; we had a delightful 
time, but when we got home our buckets were full to the 
brim of delicious blackberries. Then June showed Jane 
and me how to make pies! It was all so much fun, but just 
think of having pies for supper that we made ourselves!. At 
home I’m afraid I’d never even think of picking berries—it 
would be too much like work, and as for pies—well, I don’t 
need to tell you. So father, that is one of the first things I 
shall try to show you my improvement; I'll not be lazy. 
Mrs. Norton was talking to me about it and she says laziness 
is only a bad habit and if once broken all work becomes 
easier. It’s only thinking about doing things that makes 
them hard, not doing them. 

Thank you, father, for the check which came today 
but which I am returning. I find I do not need nearly as 
much money down here as I thought I should. Lots of people 
spend money at the coast, but not the people like the Nortons 
and Spencers and their friends. They seem to think -it is 
common to always be wanting to buy something, and only 
on occasions do they go to the stores for anything but house- 


hold supplies. Jane Spencer wanted a dime the other day - 


for a spool of sewing silk and she had to borrow the money 
from me ‘til her mother came home, and what do you think 
Jane said about it? She said a pocket-book was a nuisance 
anyway, and she never could keep track of hers—she hadn’t 
seen it since the first day she came to the coast. Yet Jane, 
as well as Alice and June, will select everything they buy 
with the greatest care as if their life depended upon their 
getting the full value for every cent. When I think of the 
way I spend money and the careless, ignorant way I go 
about making my selections, I wonder just a little why you 


seaside cottage for nearly a month, and her 


were eager in their solicitations and begged to 


or mother never taught me the value of money. O yes, 
father dear, I know you are always talking about the money 
we spend, but you never told me why I spent so much 

got so little. You won't be cross with me when I tell you 
that I don’t believe you or morther know why. That is the 
second place I’m going to try to improve. Mrs. Norton has 
been reading aloud to us girls while we sew. She has some 
of the most interesting books on how fabrics are manufac- 
tured, and now I can tell the difference between linen and 
AB I know which weaves wear the best, and why they 

; 

I can pick out real wool from part wool and I can 
tell a piece of “‘shoddy” clear across the room. Do you 
know what “shoddy” is, father? I know you don’t, so I'll 
tell you. A garment may be “‘all wool,” but the wool may 
have been used before and the life gone out of it. Old 
clothes are bought, the wool pulled apart and re-dyed and 
made up into something that looks good but won’t wear— 
that’s called shoddy. Such material is good for many 
things, but as the threads are short and the spring and new- 
ness gone it does not pay to make up into clothing. There is 
where mother and I have wasted much of your money, I’m 
afraid! Mrs. Norton has offered to lend me her books so 
mother may learn all about fabrics, and then father, maybe 
we won't always be buying new clothing. My blue serge 
skirt is nearly in rags and I’ve worn it only this summer, 
while June’s skirt that she paid only twenty-five cents more 
a yard for looks as good as new when she cleans and presses 
it. Mine is “‘shoddy’’ and hers is new wool. Mrs. Norton 
says somebody is trying to get a law through Congress so 
that manufacturers must label their fabrics pure linen, wool, 
half cotton or shoddy, just as the pure food law does.- If 
I were twenty-one I’d vote for that law. It’s funny, but do 
you know I never thought anything about laws or voting or 
anything like that until I came down here, and now every- 
thing about the house, or clothing, or where we go, seems to 
have something to do with law. Mrs. Norton and the girls 
talk about politics the same as they do about the bread- 
pudding for dinner or the clothes-basket for the wash- 
woman. When I said that to Mrs. Norton, she said, “Yes, 
indeed! Politics is the most vital question in everybody's 
life, only many women don’t understand what the subject 
means for them in their everyday housekeeping.” 

But I’m away off from my subject. Father, I wanted 
to ask you to let me help you when I come home just as June 
helps her father. She keeps his private accounts, and every 
week when he comes down they get them all straightened up, 
and she knows just how much money the family can spend 
and just what bills must be paid and all about it. I think, 
father, if you took mother and me more into your confidence, 
like Mr. Norton does his family, we'd understand better 
how hard you work and how much more careful and 
thoughtful we might be for you. Will you let me try to 
help you when I come home? I’m eager to do better than 
I ever did before, and while I don’t ever hope to know as 
much as Mrs. Norton, still I’m only sixteen and there’s 
plenty of time to learn. 

It’s almost high-tide and the girls are getting ready to 
bathe, so I'll close. With love to mother and yourself, from 
your affectionate daughter, 

ELEANOR. 


(To be continued.) 


| 
’ 
§ 
N 
| 
oN 
ASEAN | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| | 
| 
} 6 rh 
B an 
| 
| 
— H 


WISDOM 


WONDER STORIES 
LILLIAN FosTER CoLBy 
The Sky Barometer 


AISIE lived with her mother and aunt in a place 

| where outside things corresponded with every- 

thing the people said or thought; in fact, with 

everything they did, for we all know that deeds 

follow on the heels of what we think and say. 

In this place did the folks show love and kind- 

ness, did they speak to each other in tones of 

affection and cheerfulness? Why, the sun 

shone out in perfect glory from the clear, blue sky, and 

penetrated into every corner with its welcome rays. On the 

other hand, did they say or think anything the least bit un- 

kind, unloving or untrue? Presto! the sky changed all in 
a moment and covered its fair face with clouds. 

One morning when Maisie was late for breakfast, her 
mother and aunt sat down without her. A cloud was on 
mother’s brow. Aunt glanced at mother and her brow 
lost some of its smoothness. 

“T wish—,” began Maisie’s mother. 

“I am afraid,” interrupted aunt. 

Maisie entering the room caught the general discontent 
and added to it. “‘I’m late,” she said; “this plagued shoe- 
string.” 

“Tt’s pouring rain,” announced aunt, and sure enough 
the cloudy sky that none of them had noticed was now 
giving more pronounced warning in bucketfuls of rain. 

“Let us be pleasant,” proposed mother. 

*“*A very good suggestion,” chimed in aunt. 

Maisie left the breakfast table smiling and dimpling, 
and a lovely ray of sunlight touched her hair as she went. 

“The sun is shining,” said the mother and aunt, and 
they smiled at each other as they went about their work. 

“Fine day,” called the grocer, coming in for his order; 
“delightful day, indeed.” 

“Very delightful,”’ said the mother. 


Maisie came dancing into the kitchen singing a little 


song: 
Love and laugh and laugh and love, 
Sunshine cometh from above; 
Raining down in golden showers, 
On this sunlit world of ours. 
Love and laugh and laugh and love, 


Sunshine cometh from above. 


The grocer laughed merrily and clapped his hands. 
“A very good song,” he said, ‘‘a very good song indeed. It 


rings true.” 
¥ ¥ 
AUTUMN AND WINTER 


O when autumn comes, 

With the beautiful trees, 
And silver and golden leaves, 
The grain in its sheaves, 
Beside the colored leaves, 
Makes beauty all around. 


O when autumn is over, 

And beauty is gone, 

With sad hearts and glad hearts, 
The children run, the people look, 
For some one comes. 

I want a sled, I want a doll, 

A horn and a little ball, 

A bag of toys, I want ’em all. 


—Philip Bertrand (age 9 years). 
¥ ¥ ¥ 


“Some people are always grumbling because roses 


have thorns. I am thankful that thorns have roses.” 
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THE STORY OF THE BUTTERFLY’S SONG 
F. E. PLUMsTEAD 


=] NCE upon a time, many, many years ago, there 
lived in a beautiful garden among the sweet 
scented flowers, a butterfly who, as he flut- 
tered about from blossom to blossom, thought 
he’d never seen a world so fair and lovely. 
He: was very happy and contented and he 
sang in his own butterfly fashion a song of 
praise as he sipped the hauey from each 


The gentle breezes listened as they hieed his song. 
“Surely,” they said, “‘such a hymn of gratitude should reach 
the ear of our great Master;”’ so they blew a wee bit harder 
and carried the butterfly’s song of praise away beyond the 
tall trees above the house tops, higher than the tallest church 
spire, away, away, away, until trees, housetops, church 
spires and clouds were left so far behind that they could 
no longer be seen. At last they came to the land of Eternal 
Harmony where the Great Master of all dwells; and there 
straight to his throne they floated and laid it at his feet. As 
soon as the breezes reached the gate of that great city, a 
grand chorus of the sweetest music flooded its streets, echoing 
and reechoing its sweet, soft melody, bursting as it seemed 
from a thousand happy, joyful tongues. 

The smile of the Lord was a glorious sight as he 
welcomed the mission of the breezes and it made them feel 
very happy. 

But the music, that great beautiful chorus, what was it? 

None other than the butterfly’s song of praise as it 
sounded in the ears of the beloved Master, the praise of a 
truly grateful, happy heart in perfect tune with its Lord. 

Surely, my beloved, if the praise of a butterfly could 
flood the heavenly city and give such pleasure to the heavenly 
Master, surely, I say, our hearts tuned to his Love, filled 
with praise, could do more! Yes, our hearts full of real 
praise could fill heaven and earth and all space and turn all 
into Peace and Love. 
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